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ing can be taught, though I own myself a conserva-
tive heretic: there still ring in my ears the mocking
tones of Edward Austen Leigh, best beloved of all
Lower Masters, as he chuckled, "Who, pray, is
Pestalozzi? ": but I am very doubtful whether any
course of training would have prepared a man to
grapple with a Lower boy division at Eton, and there
is a great deal to be said for learning by painful
experience; nor do I think that my small charges
suffered much in the long run.

There was less to be said in favour of making me
teach them French: I was never an expert in the
eternal wrangle as to which is a disjunctive and which
a conjunctive pronoun: but I soon discovered that
the threat of French dictation will bring any division
to order. To read French in a low tone and a bad
accent, refusing to allow any questions, is not perhaps
an ideal way of teaching that great tongue, but it is a
marvellous disciplinary instrument. I hasten to add
that I did not employ it very often.

The work of Lower boys was then controlled by
Austen Leigh, whom I have just mentioned, and it is
impossible to convey to those who did not know him
the affection inspired by his amazing kindness of
heart, his impish humour, his contradictiousness and
his incapacity for owning himself in the wrong. One
or two illustrations are all that I can allow myself.
When he left Eton, he refused to accept any presents
(except one from the chaplains in Lower Chapel):
he gave a window to the Lower Chapel: he gave a